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Introduction 


A friend recently completed an art challenge where each day for thirty 
straight days a painting must be completed. She took the challenge to spark 
her talents back into motion. A debilitating case of painter’s block plagued 
her to such a degree that no meaningful line, curve, nor stroke of paint came 
out of her studio in months. After self-diagnosing the affliction I was 
determined to take the challenge as well. I sought the cure. 


Artist’s atrophy is a formidable condition. It can grow severely acute. In a 
matter of days the contagion can take hold, impeding any artist into a listless 
state of endless angst. If left untreated it can persist for months—even years. 
Some artists never recover. Ultimately, they go to their graves without ever 
again knowing the joy of squeezing out watercolor from a new tube of paint, 
placing juicy globs on a porcelain plate simply for the mere fun of it. 


After viewing my friend’s thirty paintings I felt even more compelled to take 
the challenge. I mentioned it to another friend who sprung at the chance to 
paint along. That was a surprise. Artist’s atrophy had infected us both so we 
both sought the cure. 


Initially, the mere length of the challenge caused us worry. Thirty days is a 
long haul, and we were hardly on top of our game. In truth neither of us 
were in the game at all. Singularly, this was our biggest downfall. To our 
great fortune February was just around the corner. We ingeniously modified 
the challenge. Instead of thirty days we settled on twenty-eight days, giving 
rise to The Great 28 Day Painting Challenge—spanning the entire month of 
February. This shortened our cure by two whole days, clenching the deal. 
We were now ready to swallow our medicine. 


Considering the superior talents of those who had painted before us—those 
who tackled the full thirty days—it was befitting to to lob off two full days. It 
eased our anxieties and pacified our ordinary talents to go forward. 


Then there were the rules to discuss; limitations to impose; order to enforce 
—or so we thought. Our brief inquiries into these thirty day challenges 
revealed that artists often burdened themselves with harsh rules to interfere 
how paintings are to be painted. Undeniably, suffering is alive and well 
among watercolorists. If watercolor is not steeped in rules then it is not 
watercolor. Rules rule watercolorists and watercolor societies rule foremost. 
It can be a modern day stoicism. No artist is more unruly than a 
watercolorist who paints against the rules, sans exception. 


Being the avant-garde artists that we are, we tossed aside rules in favor of 
fun. Instead of rules we set personal goals for ourselves. Our aim was to 
explore new painting styles and techniques; paint with limited palettes while 
not necessarily the same limited palette; mimic styles of other artists; and 
produce good paintings, mediocre paintings, and wretchedly lousy paintings 
without any attempt to create gallery quality art. Critiques and criticisms 
were forbidden. The intention is simply to paint and get ourselves back into 
motion. 


With all this agreed upon we were primed and ready. Our treatment had 
begun. On February ist, 2017 we embarked on The Great 28 Day Painting 
Challenge. By eight o’clock each night a painting was expected from each of 
us, regardless its finished state—no excuses. We were now committed to the 
cure. 


Day One 


And so it begins... 
Se Lone Dog 





= AT PS RS See os 
dh a Se 
Banh ke Sa - ae Nee I’ma lean dog, a keen dog, 
a wild dog, and lone; 
I’ma rough dog, a tough dog, 
hunting on my own; 
I'ma bad dog, a mad dog, 
teasing silly sheep; 
I love to sit and bay the moon, 
to keep fat souls from sleep. 


O mine is still the lone trail, 
the hard trail, the best, 
Wide wind, and wild stars, 

and hunger of the quest! 


—Irene McLeod (Stanzas 1&3) 


as The rule of thumb when 
making pancakes applies to all 
~ things made in succession. 

Despite all best efforts, throw 
out the first batch then forge ahead with the rest. 


Day 1: The Cellist 


This painting will never garner any bona fide compliments. I can 
criticize it endlessly while the mere act of painting it caused a few 
synapses to spark back into motion, urging me to engage again—to 
pick up my pencils to draw, doodle, and get back into the groove. 


Engaging in life is essential to good health, peace of mind, and long 
lasting friendships. Activity is vital to fulfill these fundamental 
principals. Ask any ninety year old grandma about her secret to life. 
Straight away she will tell you—stay active! All her friends who 
didn’t are dead. Painting is a lifelong activity. It will keep you 
healthy, peaceful, and well furnished with good company. 


Day Two 


And then there were two... 
. The Ballad of Bouillabaisse 





»_ This Bouillabaisse a noble dish is— 
BS a “)  Asort of soup, or broth, or brew, 
ag ~ Or hotchpotch of all sorts of fishes, 
Is “ That Greenwich never could outdo; 
- ©» Green herbs, red peppers, 
= mussels, saffron, 

~~ Soles, onions, garlic, 
roach, and dace; 
All these you eat at Terrés tavern, 


In that one dish of Bouillabaisse. 


—William Thackeray (Stanza 2) 


In your personal copies of “The 
* Oxford Book of English Verse’— 
the definitive 1939 Quiller-Couch 
» edition—is the unabridged 
poem. No well bred english 
We sin professor will ever consider it 
Tas a Cee LUI praise worthy. It lacks all the 
essentials for modern verse: Suffering, oppression, depression, 
confession, pain, and forlorn wailing. 


Thackeray famously penned Vanity Fair in 1848 and to his credit he 
should be commended for a few of his poems no matter how cheerful 
and jaunty they may be. Likewise, cheerful paintings are just as 
deserving, require great skill to create, and merit high praise. 


Like Thackeray when you fondly recall the Parisian cafe that you 
regularly dined at over twenty years ago then painting it will be a 
delight. No longer will it be another fading memory. The painting 
will be a fond memory to view everyday. My souvenir is in La Celle- 
Saint-Cloud, France, a few miles west of Paris. The year was 1994 
and sadly the cafe no longer exists but my painting is alive and well. 


Day Three 


This ts not for the foolhardy... 


Invictus 


Out of the night that covers me, 
Black as the Pit from pole to pole, 
I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul. 


It matters not how strait the gate, 

How charged with punishments the scroll, 
Iam the master of my fate; 

Iam the captain of my soul. 


—William Henley (Stanzas 1) 


Onomatopoeia is the creation of 
new words, or for some the 
a : 4 . scattering spew of half-baked 
ee “<“. prattle and blather. _—_Similarly, 
painting is the creation of new art, 
or for some the scattering spew of 
half-baked doodles and dyes. 





It is widely accepted that a distinct 
"line separates good art from bad 

art—and art that isn’t art at all. 
And while there are dunderheads who fruitlessly search for this fictitious 
line, the crooks and crevices in the grimace of their faces grow ever more 
deeper until they too succumb to their final mortal fate without ever finding 
such a distinguishing line. 


Day 3: Cowboy Campsite 


My aim in this painting was to draw a few simple lines to create the entire 
illustration, starting from the middle left to the middle right. For color I 
used only a water soluble sepia pencil along with a splash of blue paint. The 
results were clean and crisp with mostly white paper remaining—hardly 
inspiring to look at. 


It takes an art challenge such as this to be bold. So I reached for the black 
gesso to try out new horizons. Black gesso spreads like tar. Only apply it on 
bone dry surfaces—never on wet or damp ones; otherwise, it runs and 
blossoms and will instantly ruin a painting. The result was a remarkable 
contrast. Spreading tar is not just for asphalt workers anymore. 


Day Four 


Three done, twenty-five to go... 

Broadly speaking, human beings may 
be divided into three classes: those 
who are toiled to death, those who are 
worried to death, and those who are 
bored to death. 


—Sir Winston Churchill 


Every artist remembers the day of 
their great reckoning. The day that 
pride is shattered like glass. For 
me this day came when browsing 
the monthly exhibit at the San 
Diego Watercolor Society. While 
viewing a painting which I 
considered rather mediocre, I 
asserted to my friend that I could 
easily paint better than that. 
Without missing a beat she 
retorted, then go do just that. 
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That very afternoon I set forth to 

Day 4: The Clock Tower prove myself the better painter— 

and I learned very quickly I was 

not. More importantly I learned never to belittle another artist’s work. 

There is no benefit in it. It is far better to look for the good in any painting, 
appreciate it, and let the more sagely artists do the critiquing. 


Sunga Park is a highly skilled artist living in Bangkok. Her watercolor 
paintings of figures and architecture are highly provocative. Her style is 
transformative, spanning from vague ghostly bodies of color to detailed 
images of people and buildings. 


Rather than encompassing the totality of her subjects Sunga focusses on a 
bare minimum of details to express them. It is a mind bending technique. 
Our brains fill in the missing bits as the whole seems fully recognizable. 
Like so many skilled artists her style appears straightforward and well 
within reach. Yet, simplicity is the most demanding skills to achieve. 
Practice is key. I did not come close to mimicking her style. But I will try 
again. It is too alluring. 


Day Five 


La Fausse Peinture de Picasso... 


That man who lives for self alone 
Lives for the meanest mortal known. 


—Joaquin Miller 


Picasso once remarked, “Good 
artists borrow, great artists 
steal.” When copying artists tend 
to add their own personal touches 
a? to make the remake a vision of 
their own. Today I forged a 
painting by Connie Valasco called 
Flowers ina Vase. The experience 
was a pleasure to replicate and 
learn from. 


Artists atrophy has its cures and 

today is a supreme example of one. 

Copying another artist’s work is no 

crime—as long as you avoid 

- forging their signature. Embrace 

Day 5: A Vase of Flowers the hedonism of it. Your result will 

rarely appear to resemble the 

original. During the journey new methods will be acquired to improve your 

skills—all along prompting you to wield your pencils, slop down paint, and 
create more art. 





Building on existing artwork to create new artwork is common practice. 
Artists are not counterfeiters or thieves. Repetition is quintessential for 
learning. Musicians repetitiously play pieces by the greats to hone their 
skills. Artists can do the same by copying art of masters like Monet, Degas, 
and Chagall; Modigliani, Gauguin, and Bacon; Rosenthal, Levine, and 
Schultz; and the immortals Don Martin, Gary Larson, and Ronald Searle. 


To quote Chuck Close, “Inspiration is for amateurs; the rest of us just show 
up and get to work.” This is the ultimate cure for artist’s atrophy. 


Day Six 


Emulating Frédéric Fiebig... 

ai , } | & ; Two men look out 
; through the same bars; 
One sees the mud, 


and one the stars. 






—Frederick Langbridge 


| Margery Chesterfield of Sussex, 
{England was a renown artist who 
& went nearly entirely blind by the 
age of sixty. She consulted an 
ophthalmologist and struck a 
bargain. She would pay him an 
® enormous fee if he could restore 
her sight; otherwise, he would 
receive nothing at all. 


As agreed the doctor prescribed a 
regimental therapy and visited 
Margery weekly to administer the 
cure. While doing so he pilfered a 
painting each week from her vast 
collection of art. Steadily, her 
house grew barer as he robbed her 
of her prized possessions. 





. : an 
Day 6: Trampling in the Woods 


At last Margery’s eye sight was completely restored but by then not a single 
painting remained. Outraged, she refused to pay the doctor his bill. They 
fought and they quarreled until they met in court where Margery argued to 
the judge, “The cure was a total fiasco, your honor. Despite everything when 
my eyesight was failing I could still see all the paintings in my home. Since 
then I can not see a single one at all!” 


Rather than stealing another artist’s painting, copy it. Today I copied 
Frédéric Fiebig’s painting Eric dans les Bois. Fiebig is a little known artist of 
the early 19th century. As an Expressionist he evolved along the lines of 
Cézanne and Matisse. His paintings tend to be rich and vibrant, 
predominantly linear and angular, laid down with a knife rather than a 
brush. For those who enjoy shapes and line work Fiebig’s style is well worth 
the effort to study and enrich your skills. 


Day Seven 


Semblances of Frédéric Fiebig... 


You may recall the fable of the 
aspiring artist who incessantly 
rubbed an oil lamp, imploring a 
«« genie to emerge to grant him a 
single wish. The man desperately 
wanted to win the lottery so he 
could leave his miserable job, 
> travel the world, and become the 
“renown artist that he always 
# wanted to be. 










Daily he rubbed the lamp, 
beseeching the genie to appear. 
Years wore on and his pleas grew 
}ever more cantankerous. Finally, 
| in a moment of weakness the genie 
| emerged in a stumbling spiral of 
_| spark and smoke. 


Z a He spoke with supreme authority, 
Day 7: Homeward impeding the slightest opportunity 
of interruption. “Winning the 
lottery will never make you a renown artist, Bob. That’s chicken feed. 
Rather than wasting your time rubbing a dingy old oil lamp, hoping to score 
big on a crapshoot, pick up your brushes and paint. With regular practice 
you may eventually become an accomplished artist—one that you’ve always 
wanted to be.” 


Aghast by the suggestion Bob brushed aside the genie, found a different oil 
lamp, and continued rubbing down the same old path—hoping and wishing, 
never practicing, while getting absolutely nowhere. In the end he failed to 
become the renowned artist that he wanted to be. Instead, he grew old and 
miserable. When he died the village held a sale where his brushes were sold 
to an aspiring young artist with immense drive. The artist practiced daily 
and his efforts soon paid off. He quit his miserable job, traveled the world, 
and became the renown artist that he always wanted to be. 


Day Eight 


Frédéric Fiebig at sea... 
Tao Te Ching - Chapter IT 


As soon as beauty is known as beauty, 
it begets ugly. 

FAs soon as virtue is known as good, 
it begets evil. 

Hence, being and non-being 
give rise to each other. 


Difficult and easy complete each other. 
Long and short measure each other. 

High and low lean towards each other. 
Sound and tone harmonize each other. 

Before and after follow each other. 


Realizing this, 
sage men perform effortlessly, 
Without personal desire, 
according to the Way, 
Carrying out wordless teaching 
thru their deeds. 
And because they do not dwell, 





they do not fade away. 


Day 8: Forward Bound 


Chinese painting is deeply intertwined with the philosophy of Taoism. Six 
canons of Chinese painting guide an artist towards attaining harmony in art: 


¢ Circulation of the Ch’ stirs life movement. 

¢ Brush creates structure. 

¢ According to the object, draw its form. 

¢ According to the nature of the object, color its form. 

¢ Organize the composition with the elements in their proper place. 
¢ Learn from the masters, passing on their methods and brush. 


These canons establish some of the basic elements of art, emphasizing line, 
shape, texture, form, pattern, and color. They create structure in the wake of 
chaos and purport foundation in the uncertainty of beginning. Consider 
them when you begin your next painting. 


Day Nine 


President's Day... 


Each night father fills me with dread 
When he sits on the foot of my bed; 
I'd not mind that he speaks 
In gibbers and squeaks, 
But for seventeen years he's been 
dead.. 

—Edward Gorey 







, One man’s art is another man’s 
» garbage. And many a man’s 
garbage adorns the walls of 
museums and galleries throughout 

_the world. Garbage of the Ancient 
~ Greeks, Egyptians, and Romans 
are all on public display to see. 
People are fascinated by garbage. 
It’s epic. So disregard your fears, 
pick up your brushes, and add to 
the heap! 


Day 9: Martin on the Promenade When Martin Van Buren was 

president between 1837 and 1841, 

then later dead in 1862, the dome of the Capital Building was not yet 

complete. Not until 1865 during Abraham Lincoln’s presidency was it 

finished as a befitting end to the Civil War. Without the dome the building 

is simply unrecognizable. So I put it in. Who will know? So do what you 
want in your paintings. Live dangerously. It is art. 


Van Buren is notoriously known for being the worst president in American 
history. That distinction ensnares every sitting president while their 
predecessors steadily rebound with increasing appeal. So don’t despair. It’s 
expected that over time your art will rebound with better reviews, too—even 
by you. 


Day Ten 


A final salute to Fiebig... 
’ ) 5 Dire Wolf 


r | 


j 





In the timbers of Fennario 
The wolves are running round; 
The winter was so hard and cold, 
Frozen ten feet ‘neath the ground. 
Don’t murder me— 
I beg of you, don’t murder me. 
Please, don’t murder me. 


—Robert Hunter 


Those lines were written by Robert 
Hunter for Jerry Garcia in 1969 
after rousing from sleep, deep in 
the night. That evening he and 
Jerry watched an old B&W film of 
The Hounds of Baskerville. They 
were living in the wooded area of 
Larkspur, CA—a place well accustomed to fog and mist. The imagery can be 
unsettling. From that night came the Dire Wolf. 


Day 10: The Dire Wolf 


Focusing on depth was my aim for this painting. Frédéric Fiebig often used 
quilted patchworks for terrain to foster the illusion of dimension. He then 
positioned objects on the seams for a further sense of depth. Fiebig’s trees 
were alternately painted transparent and opaque with the upper portions 
edged in white, simulating light bouncing off the tops, while the lower 
portions were painted shadowy and dark. The effect creates a strong sense 
of height as well as mood for the subjects below. I wanted to practice this 
once more before moving on to other artists and new techniques. 


Once the land and trees were established I added Peter and the Wolf as an 
after thought. Somebody needed to be in those woods so who better than 
they? 


Day Eleven 


Nulla dies sine lupus... 


In order to become a good artist—not 
a great one—you must first paint 999 
paintings. Then and only then will 
you understand how to be a better 
artist. 

—Shuang Li 


Nulla dies sine linea—No day 
without a line was William 
Turner’s guiding light. Picasso 
lived by that axiom, too. The 
maxim dates back to the 4th 
century B.C. by Apelles. So hold 
steady to that mantra regardless 
the rubbish that will emerge. 


___ If you produce a painting every day 
/ without a break, then two years 
and nine months must pass until 
reaching 999. Admittedly, 
painting 28 in 28 days is hardly a 
breeze. Maintaining this pace for 
another 971 days is no less than Herculean. There are artists who do and 
who rarely skip a day. They are the masters. 





Day 11: The Wolf 


So why limit yourself to a single line or painting a day? Do a series. Seven 
months after this challenge I participated in another—a thirty day challenge. 
On the twelfth day I burned the midnight oil to make a series of sixteen. I 
originally intended to do only six but a heightened sense of momentum 
propelled me to do more. Here are a few: 











Day Twelve 


The rocks of John Lovett... 


If I were a cassowary 
On the plains of Timbuktu, 
I would eat a missionary, 
Cassock, band, and hymnbook, too. 


—Samuel Wilberforce 


No matter how hard you try to 
mimic another artist’s painting 
your fingerprints are all over the 
remake. Your criminality reveals 
you. Yet, for most of us forgery is 
~ an unachievable skill. 


Among great modern artists is 
John Lovett. If I could paint like 
John Lovett I would travel the 
world giving workshops to willing 
artists who gladly follow along. I 
suppose that is why John Lovett 
travels the world giving workshops 
| to willing artists who do gladly 
Day 12: Mimicking John Lovett follow along—because John Lovett 
paints exactly like John Lovett and 





like nobody else. 


From his writings you can gain a better understanding of the paints in your 
palette. He provides fundamental advice about yellows, reds, and blues in 
order for you to paint successfully. Straight away he explains the importance 
of transparent yellows. A transparent yellow mixes well with any red or 
blue, creating crisp secondary and ternary colors which later, after drying, 
can be easily layered above. In contrast opaque yellows tend towards mud, 
becoming even more muddy when mixed with other colors. Mud impedes 
success and causes frustration and failure. 


Letting loose of my opaque yellows was difficult. They still have their uses. 
Yet the modern world has provided a bounty of new pigments, being far 
superior to earth and mineral pigments—and sticks and stones. 


Day Thirteen 


Fame is a food that dead men eat— 
I have no stomach for such meat. 


—Henry Austin Dobson 












_ After mimicking a painting by 
John Lovett I wanted to mimic his 
. _ style by using a subject of my own. 
a Cafe Mid-Afternoon was the 
> result. It hardly looks like a 
painting by John Lovett. Yet, I 
applied his techniques to paint it. 
Undeniably, my fingerprints are all 
over it. I can never avoid painting 
like me. 


"» = In this piece I wanted to create 
7 {imagery akin to stained glass. It is 
an effect I greatly admire. Such 
_ brilliance is easily achieved in 
~ watercolor. It was all by chance— 
all by surprise. While I am a 
proponent of planning a painting beforehand, there is great pleasure in 
leaving much of it undiscovered for the journey. 


Day 13: Cafe Mid-Afternoon 


This painting was done on Arches 140lb hot press paper. I drew an initial 
sketch then laid down a background of yellow in various places to soften the 
background while preserving areas of white to be used later for effect and 
color. If the entire paper is fully undercoated in yellow, then the entire 
spectrum of color becomes problematic to render above. Blues layered 
above yellow cast towards green; reds cast towards orange. Purity is lost. 


Opaque paint can overcome this while achieving those brilliant translucent 
reds and blues is no longer possible. So early on leave some white to make 
painting much easier later on. Early planning does pay off. 


Day Fourteen 


A rotten affair... 
The Robyn Hode Ballads 


When shaws beene sheene 
and shradds ful fayre, 
And leaves both large and longe, 
Ltt is merrye walkyng 
in the fayre forrest, 
To heare the small birdes songe. 


The wood-weele sang, 
and wold not cease, 
Sitting upon the spraye, 
So lowde, 
we wakened Robyn Hode, 
In the greenwood where he lay. 


—text by Wynkyn de Worde 


Among the many virtuosities in 
life some are simply unattainable. 
Included are painting still life. 
Among his many examples John 





Day 14: Two Rotten Pairs Lovett gives several examples for 

painting motionless fruits and 

vegetables. His exercises are simple and straightforward. And like 
everything else, practice is essential. 


In this awoken world you may know of the mediocre minded who examine 
all art like psychological expressions, thusly requiring a deep explanation of 
each. These same people lack the ability to grasp humor in a single pane 
cartoon. Their imagination is stilted by gravity. Miles Davis had little 
patience for them. Occasionally they would ask him to explain his music. 
“You either get it or you don't’, he would retort. Your interpretation of art is 
entirely your own. If you discover deep meaning in a painting then that is 
your own predilection. Others will see something different. And still others 
simply see art for art sake. 


Painting still life is a matter of practice. It hardly needs explaining. Unless, 
of course, you paint motionless fruit like I do—grievously—then an 
explanation is typically required. 


Day Fifteen 


Drink to me, drink to my health 


A 







A Wish 


Mine a cot beside the hill ; 

A beehive’s hum shall soothe my ear ; 
A willowy brook that turns a mill, 
With many a fall shall linger near. 


—Samuel Rogers 


art than painting labels for wine 
makers. It is the ultimate gig. 


As a wine label painter at least a 
dozen times a year you meet at the 
vineyard to review your latest art. 
Discussions last for hours as wine, 
-|cheese, and bread are in ample 
|} |supply—a bounty served between 
} meals, all paired with Malbecs, 
~Tempranillos, and Cabernets. 
Eventually you return to your 
studio to forge ahead on another series of labels. Winemakers all over the 
world seek your work. It is a wholly carefree lifestyle. 


Day 15: Chateau de Ivrogne 


Of all wine bottles the Romerwein aus Speyer is the oldest known unopened 
bottle of wine, dated to around 350 A.D.  Excavated from a nobleman’s 
tomb, the wine was produced using local wild-vine grapes within the Rhine- 
Palatinate region. Yet, we will never know for certain. There is no label. 
While forward thinkers Romans of that era did not consider labels 
necessary. In practice wine was never aged back then, being drunk all too 
soon—without passion like pigs drinking from a troff. Yet, consider the 
potential artwork had they been made during that time. Priceless! 


This was an entirely fun painting to do. The background is a combination of 
Nickel Azo Yellow, Phthalo Green, and Quinacridone Burnt Orange. The pig 
is a mix of Quinacridone Rose and Phthalo Blue. And the calligraphy is 
sepia ink. Easy-peasy. 


Day Sixteen 


Cooking and on fire... 


va Scylla Toothless 


a ys Scylla is toothless; 
i 
yet when she was young, 


* 4 
__ She had both tooth enough, 
; H ¥ and too much tongue; 
ee CWhactt should Inow 


of toothless Scylla say? 
But that her tongue hath 
worn her teeth away. 





—Anonymous 


Y 
4 e\ As you recall in your eighth grade 
— as philosophy class while attending 
. ae 5 Se - : "boarding school, abroad, across 
> = Rite’ the Atlantic, as most young 
2 renter Ae Ps gre ' | Americans do, you learned about 
ee a Occam’s Razor. The premiss had a 
lasting influence in your next 
period art class. In response you 
wanted to become a minimalist. 


ere 


me + 


Day 16: A Day at the Griddle 


Occam was a philosopher from the 14th century who believed in the power 
of simplicity. He proposed that the simplest explanation for any problem 
tends to be the correct one. Later, the Franciscan friar John Punch revised 
Occam’s Razor as such that "entities should never be multiplied without 
need of necessity"—or the fewer the better, more simply put. 


At the time Occam’s Razor made a lasting impression on the emerging art 
community. The trend for a limited palette was born (in a meandering, 
round about, contorted sort of way). Employing a limited palette is a highly 
effective method to paint successfully. Choose a half dozen or so paints 
which pair well together—two reds, two blues, and two yellows—then 
familiarize yourself of the secondary and ternary colors that they make. 
Finally, be judicious to use them in all future paintings. 


In this painting I only used Perylene Green paired with Perylene Maroon 
along with a splash of yellow to light my fire. Amazing! Simplicity does 
yield success. 


Day Seventeen 


Simmering down... 


The House 
by the Side of the Road 


Let me live in my house by the side of 
the road— 
It’s here the race of men go by. 
They are good, they are bad, 
they are weak, they are strong. 
Wise, foolish—so am I ; 
Then why should I sit 
in the scorner’s seat, 
Or hurl the cynic’s ban ? 
Let me live in my house by the side of 
~ the road— 
And be a friend to man. 


—Sam Walter Foss (Stanza 4) 


Some of the silliest questions arise 
during art demonstrations. While 
attending one by Bob B— a lady 
spoke up and asked, “Bob, how do 
you know when a painting is finished?” Without missing a beat Bob replied, 
“IT suppose when it is finally complete.” 





You can always add more paint to a painting—so can a painting ever be truly 
finished? Even after you are long dead, restorationists can sedulously 
improve your painting by adding and removing paint in effort to preserve 
your original masterpiece. This happens to the best of us: Van Gogh, 
Cézanne, Matisse, and undoubtedly you, too, someday. 


In extreme cases your painting can be so altered through restoration that it 
is utterly lost. It can be so thoroughly buried underneath layers of gesso, 
then painted over with newer fresher paint, rendering it entirely 
unrecognizable. In such cases there can be no doubt that your original 
painting is at last finally and completely finished! 


Day Eighteen 


I've got blisters on me fingers... 


ai)? . An Appointment with Death 
4 —M. August Rome 
< 


Years ago there lived a master 
painter in Venice named Francesco 
Crivelli. Working for him was a 
young serf named Alessandro 
whose job it was to grind stone 
into pigment. Blues, oranges, and 
reds were among the most 
precious and toxic to grind. One 
morning Francesco decided he 
needed more reds so he dispatched 
his servant to the marketplace to 
buy stones of mercury to render 
into paint. 






Soon afterwards Alessandro 

returned veritably shaken. 

‘egies Hales es ~=s Trembling, he cried, “Master! 

Day 18: Thirsty, Lost, and Alone There in the marketplace was a 

woman who I recognized as Death! 

She pointed her boney finger at me, commanding me to approach. I refused 

and ran! Master, please, give me your horse so that I may flee to Florence to 
avoid her cruel fate of mortality." 





Well aware that his servant suffered badly from long term exposure to lethal 
elements, Francesco eagerly freed his serf who fled to Florence to hide. 
Emboldened, Francesco then strutted down to the marketplace, defiantly 
seeking out Death. “Wicked hag of stagnate breath, why did you frighten my 
serf so cruelly this morning day?”, he demanded of the witch. “Your servant 
was about to buy these last stones of mercury”, she replied, “but this poison 
is reserved for you. Now grasp them tightly and let the blight flow into your 
veins—then follow me.” 


In this retelling of a Mesopotamian tale neither artist nor serf can avoid their 
fate. Whether in Florence or Venice, Bagdad or Samara, Crested Butte or 
Crede, artists will find a way to create. Be daring, tempt fate, and paint. 


Day Nineteen 


Sanctuary... 
Friar’s Song 


Some love the matin- 
chimes, which tell the 
hour of prayer to sinner: 


_ But better the friar’s mid- 
day bell, which speaks 
the hour of dinner; 


For when I see a smoking 
fish, or capon drown 'd in 
gravy, full glad I sing 
my ava. 





Day 19: Urban Jabber 


—William Thackeray 
(Stanza 1) 


Visiting with good friends is a simple pleasure of life. Especially when 
sitting outdoors on a quiet veranda where espresso is served in proper 
porcelain cups with freshly made scones. This is cultivated living. 


In the same vein comes urban sketching. Groups meet at designated 
locations, socialize, then sketch their surroundings. Art becomes easily 
accessible to ordinary city folk. Drawing is the main focus with less 
emphasis on painting. For many watercolorists there is little difference 
between plein air painting and urban sketching—the results are the same. 


Urban sketches tend to look rough and unfinished. Their simplicity create 
appealing works of art. To many they are renderings used later as references 
to paint more complex works of art. Be that as it may sketches by famous 
artists are extremely popular and tend to be hung as prized works in 
galleries and homes throughout the world. 


Whether being a watercolorist, urban sketcher, or a talented barista who 
pours ephemeral works of art into porcelain cups, the results are all the 
same: Art. 


Day Twenty 


How much longer? 
Two Cats from Kilkenny 





There once were two cats from 
Kilkenny, 

Each thought there were two cats 
too many, 


So they fought and they fit, 

And they scratched and they bit, 
a\ . Till, except their nails 

| j And the tips of their tails, 


i! 5 Instead of two cats, there weren't any. 


» yy, ™» Take up painting if you have an 
S Av unfulfilled lifelong ambition. It is 
; a self-absorbed activity; a 
preoccupation that is neither 
speech nor silence, somewhere 
between consciousness and 
unconsciousness, within a 
hypnagogic state of mind—often 


—~ 
a 


if 
AS 
vf 


\ ae : —Anonymous 





Day 20: Bugzy Malone 


referred to as being in the zone. 


An artist first stills his heart when painting, enabling a clarification of 
awareness and heightened understanding to journey forward. Commanding 
the brush is paramount. Learning a basic brush stroke is essential. Once 
mastered another stroke is learned, augmenting an artist’s style and 
signature. Each stroke is proficiently mastered before tackling the next. 


“The Manual of Mustard Seed Garden for Painting” gives numerous 
examples of brushstrokes to master. Strokes are illustrated for trees, rocks, 
mountains, animals, vegetation, birds, and many basic things. Compiled in 
the 17th century, the book remains relevant today. Mai-mai Sze’s book “The 
Way of Chinese Painting” encompasses the latter and is a quintessential 
resource for the introduction of Taoism—a philosophy of yin and yang and 
natural order. 


Day Twenty-One 


Never getting what you want... 
7 = No! 


No sun—no moon! 
No morn—no noon— 


114 2 ~ No dawn— 
rf io No sky—no earthly view— 
LU —_ _ No distance looking blue— 
" Ps f _ No mail—no post— 





~ No news from any coast— 
No warmth, no cheerfulness, no 
é healthful ease, 
No comfortable feel in any member— 

_ No shade, no shine, 

no butterflies, no bees, 
_ No fruits, no flowers, 
no leaves, no birds, 
-. November! 

* —Thomas Hood 








Green and orange make a superb 
combination of colors. In Nature 
a green is the color of life. In many 
@ cultures green is highly revered, 
Day 21: Watermelon Delight! well above yellow, blue, and red. 





The pigments Perylene and Phthalo green are modern marvels that tower 
above all other achievements in history to create a green paint. In the recent 
past most green pigments were unapologetically lethal. The ultimate demise 
of Napoleon Bonaparte came while breathing fumes of decomposing wall 
paper dyed using Emerald Green—a union of arsenic trioxide and copper 
acetate, being a highly toxic combo for mere mortals, artists, and titans 
alike. 


Many artists refuse to keep green in their palettes. They have their yellows 
and blues and reds to make greens. Regardless, a single pigment paint is far 
superior to a multi-pigment paint which attempts to mimic the one. So fora 
limited palette try two blues, two reds, two yellows, and two greens. No 
harm in that—as long as they aren’t exceedingly lethal. 


Day T'wenty- Two 


A dip in India ink... 

Be Strong 
Be Strong! 
It matters not how deep intrenched 
the wrong, 
How hard the battle goes, the day 
how long ; 
Faint not—fight on! Tomorrow comes 
the song. 


—Maltbie Babcock (Stanza 3) 


There are those in our lives whose 
mere presence drains us of life. 
» They are toxic. And yet we are told 
it can not be helped; it is what they 
are; endure them. 


Eventually our instincts kick in. 
Self preservation takes hold. The 
desire for joy and contentment is 
innate within us all. Yet, when 
happiness is under siege, when our 
well being is oppressed and hope is all but lost, we collapse into deep despair 
and sadness. 





Day 22: Is Anybody Out There? 


The incessant pursuit of misery is a wholly malevolent behavior. There are 
those who revel in it. Their motives manifest in twisted priorities and 
malformed objectives, underscored by brutal selfishness and ignorance. 
Keep these people at bay. If you must interact with them, afterwards expend 
special care to cleanse your inner self of their malady. 


Good health, peace of mind, and strong loving relationships are vital to life. 
We must separate ourselves from toxic people and toxic situations, greatly 
curtailing our ties to them. By doing so we gain health and strength, 
liberating us to freely pursue the joys of life. 


Day Twenty-Three 


The ones that got away... 
Some people can stay longer in an hour 


than others can in a week. 
—Bret Harte 
After Bentley Styles was acquitted of 


murder, since no body was ever found, his 
social status rapidly diminished, eventually 








reducing him to be an amateur ballroom 
_ dancer, seasonably employed by the White 
_ Star Ocean Liner Company. Bentley earned 
" his way by dancing tangoes and waltzes with 

- wrinkled old women who booked passage 
_ for flirtation and fabricated fun. 


Elizabeth McFar showed particular interest 
, in Styles’s abilities on the dance floor. Each 
night she kept his card marked, taking near 
exclusive claim of him while the peckish 





Day 23: Aim Low, Shoot High dowagers ae among themselves. Ms. 
McFar was considerably younger and far 


more attractive than her peers, and Mr. Styles quickly fell under her charms. 


At a time near seven o'clock in the evening Ms. McFar and Mr. Styles secretly met on 
the port side deck for a discrete rendezvous. Within an hour an explosion rocked the 
liner. The ship struck an enemy mine and despite all efforts the ship was wrecked. 
She listed onto her starboard side and within fifty-five minutes she sank. The date 
was November 21, 1916 and the world was steep in hostilities. 


By 1966 Ms. McFar was a frail old woman when a detective was called to her bedside. 
“Officer, it is time I set the record straight. It is listed that there were 1,065 on board 
the HMHS Britannic when she violently sank in the Kea Channel fifty years ago. 
That is incorrect. There were 1,064—one shy of 1,065. Not present was Mr. Bentley 
Styles—acquitted murderer of my cousin, Harriet McFar-Styles. Prior to the 
explosion I lured Mr. Styles to the port side decking. He thought he was going to be 
seduced. Instead, he fell overboard with a swift kick to the groin and a belt to the 
nose. You see it was fate that I avenged my cousin. My cabin was on the starboard 
side where the mine exploded. Had I not killed Mr. Styles, I would have surely been 
killed myself. Now my dear officer you may take me away for justice.” After learning 
that Ms. McFar was a fellow watercolorist the officer sagely instructed her to 
continue painting—and to avoid murderous activities ever again. 


Day Twenty-Four 


That’s why they call it watercolor... 


. Pia 38 The Daffodils 





"Al 


I wandered lonely as a cloud 


~ _ That floats on high oer vales and hills, 


| When all at once I saw a crowd, 
: ; A host, of golden daffodils, 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
_ Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 





For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 


; ‘ ra =. ¥ 
me D+ ~~ va bo : Which is the bliss of solitude; 
me ws ee wal ; And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
| i 9a OCA dances with the daffodils. 


—William Wordsworth 


Re « ’ 


‘ Ka 


Flash paintings are works of 
extreme brevity, completed in less 
than an hour, conveying singular 


Day 24: A Splash of Col 
ay 24: A Splash of Color expression of thought or feeling. 


Similarly, in literature there is flash fiction—a craft that tends to be 
accredited to Hemingway. His six-word short story, “For sale: baby shoes, 
never worn’ is an epitome among authors. Julius Caesar six-word prose “I 
came; I saw; I conquered” is another epic idiom. History is littered with 
these six word phrases, often originating from ancient Greece. “They 
condemn what they don’t understand”, “To be rather than to seem”, and 
“To descend into the rabbit hole” are among the many. Contests are 
regularly held to write these six word phrases. It is a genera all its own. 


Flash painting and plein aire painting are very much the same. Such 
painters would make child’s play of this 28 Day Painting Challenge. That is 
why none were invited to paint along. 


Day Twenty-Five 


One more thought... 








When you reach the end of your rope, 
tie a knot and hang on. 


—F. D. Roosevelt. 


Neutral tints were once the stuff 
made of soot and ash and burnt 
offerings to the gods. But during 
the late 18th century artists set out 
|to create crisp looking grays and 
blacks in order to avoid the dull 
|grittiness of amorphous carbon. 
- Banished were sooty pigments like 
furnace ivory and lamp black. 
These tints greatly corrupt the 
veracity of color. So artists created 
_ their own blacks and grays, testing 
combinations of blues, reds, and 
yellows—which now existed 
reasonably in their palettes. 


Day 25: Francesco del Giocondo 
Making a neutral tint starts with 


blue. Squeeze out a glob on your palette then add a tad of red to create a 
bluish-purple mixture—roughly four to one. Then sparingly add yellow to 
the mix to create a juicy dark velvety mixture which slants towards black. 
Voila! This is your neutral tint. 


With each blue, red, and yellow combination a corresponding neutral tint 
can be created. Neutral tints can also be made by mixing complementary 
colors such as yellow with violet, red with green, and blue with orange. The 
possibilities are numerous. 


Maintaining color uniformity in a painting is one of the main benefits of 
creating your own neutral tint. So for a touch of gray be grateful and blend 
your own. 


Day Twenty-Six 


Back in the day... 


It may be said that rational, 
industrious, useful human beings are 
divided into two classes: First, those 
— whose work is work and whose 
| a at pleasure is pleasure; and secondly, 
Bi those whose work and pleasure are 
one. 





But Fortune’s favored children belong 
to the second class. For them the 
working hours are never long enough. 
Each day is a holiday. 


—Sir Winston Churchill. 


Artists must avoid undue 


™ boundaries and hypocrisies. 
(4) Cartoonists especially. As a kid 
- this cartoon was among the 







— _— § = | funniest I had ever seen. It 
— “a ° ¢ e e 
oi a NS =i appeared in a 1960s issue of Mad 
— ~~ Magazine—over a half century ago. 
é eee On two separate occasions I had 
Day 26: Ever So Incorrect seen parish priests slip away from 


our churches to marrying local 
nuns. This parody spoke volumes to me. 


The 1960s was an era of irreverent war and corruption. It prompted a 
counter culture of peace, drugs, and free-love. The credibility of 
governments and learning institutions were in serious doubt. 


Fifty years later the interpretation of this cartoon is 180 degrees different 
than then. The new meaning appears to be of a priest harassing a nun, using 
his position of authority to make unwanted sexual advances. No longer can 
it be a humorous tryst between a priest and nun. 


Over time your perfectly innocent artworks may become highly offensive to 
future generations. Three toed ungulates will want them stomped and 
trampled. So how do you avoid incrimination in a future toxic society? You 
can’t. Simply accept the inevitable that in the future we will be viewed far 
differently than who we are today. So paint for today. 


Day Twenty-Seven 


On the verge of tomorrow... 


Leisure 


What is this life, if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare? 


—William Henry Davies (Lines 1&2) 


For the remaining two paintings of 
the 28 Day Painting Challenge we 
chose to stir things up a bit. Up 
until now we chose our own 
subjects to paint. No_ longer. 






___ other to paint. The purpose was to 
a tS stretch our skills by introducing a 
_ style that is very much lacking in 

\ the other’s repertoire. 


Presented to me was Edouard 
Vuillard’s Misia and Vallotton at 
Vilenueve. My jaw dropped. First 
and foremost Edouard Vuillard was a complete stranger to me. Second, 
never before had I ever seen a painting so inundated with patterns. Patterns 
are everywhere, excessively used to ornately decorate his figures and shapes. 
All of his paintings are teeming with patterns—a style in every way devoid in 
my repertoire. 


Day 27: Mimicking Edouard Vuillard 


Edouard Vuillard was a Symbolist. Symbolists are non-utilitarians, 
pioneering the concept of art for art sake. Included in this movement were 
Paul Gauguin, Edvard Munch, Gustav Klimt, Pablo Picasso, and Marc 
Chagall. On this day I tread lightly among the great. 


Oddly, after drawing the basic shapes I simply added the patterns in each 
shape, then added color and the painting was quickly finished. For a style 
that seems so complex it was surprising to complete this painting in such a 
short amount of time. 


Experiencing the process of painting another artist’s work is highly 
insightful. Of all paintings in this 28 Day Painting Challenge this one stands 
out as the most striking and illuminating. 


Day Twenty-Eight 


The day is done... 
= _ Tao Te Ching - Chapter I 





The Tao that can be trodden 

is not the timeless Tao. 
Concepts that can be conceived 

are not timeless concepts. 
Inconceivable, 

is the origins of Heaven and Earth. 
Conceivable, 

is the Mother of all things. 


Seek its subtle mystery, 
constantly with desire. 
Limiting, 
its outer fringe is all that we might see. 
These two together emerging, 
yet different in names— 
Together call them darkness 
and even deeper darkness; 
As profound as its mystery can be— 
it is the gate to life, 
To all that is subtle and wonderful. 


Day 28: Still Life It is Day 28 and the challenge is 

over. Today my partner and I 

chose a single subject to paint in order to see our varied interpretations of it. 

We agreed upon a still life of mangoes. After 27 straight days I finally felt 

self-assured that I could tackle the subject of motionless fruit. Early on—on 

Day 14—there were the motionless pears that I attempted: A complete 

shambles. Yet, my talents vastly improved since then. Give me a bowl of 
fruit and I will paint you Whistler’s Mother! And I shall say no more. 


A few thoughts prevail at the end of this painting challenge: Artist’s atrophy 
has its cures. To be a good artist, not a great one, we must first paint 999 
paintings and then and only then can we learn to be a better artist. Practice 
and persistency are essential towards becoming the renown artists that we 
want to be. Rather than committing homicide on an ocean liner, be a 
watercolorist instead. Accept the inevitability that in a future society you 
will be viewed far differently than who you are today, so be daring, tempt 
fate, and paint. Finally, put into practice Chuck Close’s insightful words, 
“Inspiration is for amateurs; the rest of us Just show up and get to work.” 


Ultimately, action is the cure for inaction—so practice and paint! 


